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EUSTACE.

BY L. T. MEADE AND RQBERT‘
|
|

merous satellites Y
rot to be found The womn herself
had gone s if it were from the face
the eartl Nean every detectiv
Lond¢ s engaged in her pursuit

SC0l 1 yard had never beer

f 3 ]
He found 1
3

natter?”’ he asked.

1d story.” I answered

muchn S« i $ IK
wood’'s hou 1 the I ora -
we run down next Monday W
be in time for i merry caristma
What do you AV

I agreed 1 { mpany Dufly
the f \ - :
we started on our journe Nothing

any moms { ur

one of
Bypsies gol ]
ment near 11 I \ megst ine
noticed one woman, tailer than the

who wore a shawl so arranged over her
head as to « 1 1 ‘ T

ua: sight of gvpsi traveling i 1
atiracted my att tio: annd I

on it to Dufrayer Later «

too, that the 1

Rokeshy station gypsies

the train, and each of them carried hi

which stretched
little stati

The peculiar gait of the tal
woman attracted mse and 1
about to enti t
frayer, when Sherwood's su
pearance nd hur L
fng nut it out of my head

The vicarag:
nearest ~tation
the bracing air

Vhen we rea
a slenderly mad
porch. She held r
and its bright light illuminated
feature. She had dark eyes and a j
somewhat nervous face; she could
have been more than 18 years of ags

“Heere we are Rosaly,” called out
her father, "and cold, too, after our
journey. I hope you have seen to t
fires

“Yes r: the house is warm ar
comfortat s ti re

Th I 1 onto t Zrave
held ] d In 13
was an old iriend Dufraye tur
and introduced me

Mr. Head, Rosaly said; *“you

Ak of

have often heard me

“Many times,” she answered. “H
do you Mr. Head? 1 am ve 1d
indeed to welcome you here—you seem
quite like an oid friend; but come i
both of yvyou, do—you must be f1

She led the way into the 1 and
we found ourselves in a spacious and
very lofty hall,

“Ah! you are noticing our
the girl, observing the intere 1
face. “It is quite one of the featur
of Rokesby; but the fact is, this is quite
an old house, and was not t
& rectory until the beginning of
sent century. I will take vou all over
it tomorrow, Now, do come into fath-
er's smoking room—I have had tea pre-
pared there for you.'

She turned to the left, threw open
heavy ocak door and introduced us i
a room lined with cedar from floor
eeiling., CGreat logs were burning on t}
hearth, and tea had been prepared

Miss Sherwood attended to our comforts

and presently left us to enjoy our

smoke
When she had gone the rector looked
after her with affectionate eyes.

“What a charming girl,” 1 could not |

help saying.

“I am glad you take to her, Mr
Head,” was his reply; “I need not say
that she is the light of my old eyes
Rosaly’'s mother died a fortnight after
her birth, and the child has been my
one ewe lamb. But I am sorry to say
she is sadly delicate, and I have had
many years of anxiety about her.”

“Indeed,” I replled; “it is true she|

looks pale, but I should have judged
that she was healthy—rather of the
wiry make.”

“In body she is fairly healthy, but
hers is a peculiarly nervous organism

She suffers intensely with all sorts of |

terrors, and her environment i{s not the

best for her. She had a shock ‘when!

young, 1 will tell you about it later
on.”

Soon afterwards Dufraver and I went
to our respective rooms, and when we
me: in the drawing room half an hour
later, Miss Sherwood, in a pretty dress,
was standing by the hearth. Her man-
ners were very simple and unaffected,
and, although thoroughly girlish, were
not wanting in dignity. She was evi-
dently well accustomed to receiving her
father's guests, and also to making
them thoroughly at home, When we
entered the dining room we were al-
ready in a brisk conversation, and her
young voice and soft, dark-brown eyes
added much to the attractivness of the
pleasant scene.

Towards the end of the meal I al-
ludei once more to the old house.

“I suppose it is very old,” 1 said, “it
has certanly taken me by surprise—
you must tell me its history.”

I looked full at my young hostess as
I spoke. To my surprise a shadow im-
mediately flitted over her expressive
face; she hesitated and then said slow-

“Every cone remarks the house, and
Uttle wonder. I believe in parts it is
over three hundred years old. Of course
some of the reoms are modern. Fath-
er thinks we were in great luck when
§t was turned into a rectory, but—-"
Here she dropped her voice, and a faing
sigh escaped her lips.

I looked at her again with ouriosity,

“The place was spoiled by the Iast
pestor,” she went on. “He -and his
family committed so many acts of van-

lism, but father has done his best to

ore the house to its ancient appear-
ce. You shall see it tomorrow, if you
really interested.”

zgmmmgﬂbm]

tboratory. |

real ghost it will complete the charm.”
I smiled as I spoke, but the next in-
tar the smile died on my lips. A
flame of color had rushed inte

1s natural., She dropped
d stooped to pick it up
I observed that the rec-

'.v,‘ urning the subject into
I considered a trivial channel.

\ few minutes later the young girl[

rose and left us to our wine.
\s soon as we were alone, Sherwood

vs ke o draw our chairs to the fire
i to speak. |
I p what you said to Rosaly, |
Mr. Head he began; “and I am sorry |

I it warn you. There is

¢ nd connected with this|

1 hous¢ the ghost whom you so |
ghingly alluded to exists, as far as |

1 answered.
lieve in the ghost myself,’
“but I do believe in th

el of a very strong, nervous ter-

r Rosaly. If you like, I will tell

d a fresh box of
them to us, and began:

was my [-re-.i.-uss.q‘

i a scapegrace son, who got
erious trouble with a peasant girl

rest. He took the girl to Lon-

i then deserted her. She

herself. The boy's father

ed he would never see the lad
but the mother pleaded for him

i there vwas a sort of patched-up re-
He came down to spend

Chr 1 the house, having faith-
»d to turn cver a new leaf.

festivities and high mirth.

m istmas night the whole fam- |

red to bed as usual, but soon

vard a scream was heard issuing

the room where the young man

he West Room it is called. By

the way, it is the one you are 10 occu-
Dufraver., The rector rushed into

I . to his horror and sur-|

S found the unfortunate young
dead, stabbed to the heart. Thers

lly, great exoitement and

irticularly when it was

vered that a well known herb wo-

. the mother of the girl whom the

z man hadi decayed to L.ondon, had

n seen haunting »'Y‘." place. Rumor

so far as to say that she had en-

i 15¢ by a secret passage

ni ) to hersell Her name was
A r H t. and she was regarded

the villagers as a sort of witeh. This

man was sted on suspicion: bat
othing vas definitely proved against

er, and y trial took place. Six weeks

later she was found dead in her hut,

m CGrey Tor, and since then the rumor

that she haunts the rectory on each
gtmas night—entering the house
‘ the secret passage, which we
me of us can discover. This story is
fe in the house, and I suppose Rosaly
ard it from her old aurse. Certain
that, when she was about 8 years
she was found on Christmas night

reaming violently, and declaring that
- had seen the herb-woman, who en-
§ I room and bent down over
r Si the her nerves have never
en the sams Each Christmas as it

is a time of mental terror
gh she tries hard to strug-

to her, alt
i r fears, On her account

i
winst h

ag

i shall be glad when Christmas is over. |

I do my best to make it cheerful. but 1
an see that she dreads it terribly.”

“What about the secret passage?” I
interrupted.
\h! I have scmething curious to

ell vou about that.” said the old rec-
tor, rising as he spoke. “There is not

iid to have been made at the time of
the Monmouth rebellion, and is sup-

posed to be connected with the church- |

i, about 200 vards away; but al-

h we have searched and have
¢ 1 had experts down to look into the
matter, we have never been able to get

the slightes clue to its whereabouts. |

My impression is that it was bricked up
long ago, and that whoever committed
the murder entered the house by some
ther means Be that as it may, the
passage cannot be found, and we have
long ceased to trouble ourselves about

“But have you no clue whatever to
| its whereabouts?” I asked.

*Nothing which I ean call a clue. My
belief is that we shall have to pull
down the old pile before we find the
passage.”

“I should like to search for it,” 1 said
{ impulsively; *“these sort of things in-
terest me immensely.”

“I could give vou a sort of key, |

Head, if that would be any use,” said
Sherwood; “it is in an old black-letter
book.” As he spoke, crbssed the room,
took a book bound in vellum, with sil-
ver clasps, from a locked bookcase, and,
opening it, laid it before me.

“This book contains a history of

Rokesby,” he continued. “Can you read
| biack-letter?”

I replied that I could.

He then turned a page, and pointed
to some rhymed words. “More than
ona expert has puzzied over these lines,”
he continued.” "Read for yourself.”

I read aloud, slowly:

When the Yew and Star combine,

Draw it twenty cubits line;

Wait until the saintly lips

Shall the belfry spire eclipse.

Cubits eight across the first,

There shall lie the tomb accurst.

“And yop have never succeeded in
solving this?” I continued.

“We have often tried, but never with
success. The legend runs that the pass-
age goes into the churchyard and has
a connection with one of the old vaults,
but I know nothing more. Shal we
join Rosaly in the drawing room?"”

“May I copy this old rhyme first?” I
asked.

My host loocked at me curiously; then
he.nodded. I took a memorandum book
from my pocket and scribbled down the
words, Mr. Sherwood then locked up
the book in its accustomed place, and
we left the subject of the secret pass-
age and the ghost, to enjoy the rest of
the evening in a more everyday man-
ner,

The next morning, Christmas eve,
was damp and chill, for a thaw had set
in during the night. Miss Sherwood
asked Dufrayer and me to help her
with the church decorations, and we
spent a busy morning in the very old
Norman church just at the back of the
vicarage. When we left it, on our way
homs to lunch, I couid not help looking
yound the churchyard with interest.
Where was the tomb accurst into
which the secret passage ran? As I
could not talk, however, on the subject
wih Miss Sherwood, { resolved, at
least for the present, to it from
my mind, A sense of strong

e
¥

answered: “and this, from the little|

seen of it, is quite to my mind. |
ihtless vou have many old legends |
in connecticn with it, and if you have a |

i's face, leaving it far|

zing at her anxiously. He|
jately burst into conversation,

1 is concerned, to a painful de- |

g could please me better,” 1]

least doubt that it exists. It is|

Koluchy herself seemed to pervade the

“The day is brizhtening,” said Rosa-
lv, turning her eyes on my face, as we
were entering the house; “suppose we
go for a walk after lunch? If you like,
will go up Grey Tor and pay a visit
to Mother Heriot
“Mother Heriot?"” I repeated, in as-
tonishment.
“Yes—the herb woman—but do you
know about har?”

of that name last night.”
“Oh, I know,” replied Miss Shnr\\un.iw
hastily: “but he alluded to the mother |

“Your father snoke about a \\nm,mi.;

—the dreadful ghost which is sald
haunt Rokesby This is the daughter
When the mother died, a long time ago, | ..,
fter committing a terrible murder, the,|

daughter took her name and trade
She
should like vou to see her. She is very
nuch looked un to by the neighbors
although they also fear her. She is sai
to have a panacea against every s
f illness.”

Does she deal in witeheraft and for-
tune-teling?”" 1 ked

“A little of the latter, beyond doubt,”

replied the girl

laughing; *“she can t«

g afternoon. What fur

yvour fortune th

it wiil be!™

niddav 1 ve ¢
oad 1 twi
g sh ly ight
seend Grey Tor. 1
wood of dark pin ai

)
ciothed the side of (i
hill. The ¢ was stil

d it struck damp as ws

ine forest.

“Mother Heriot's hut is just beyond |

the wood,” said Reosaly; “you will se
is As soon 18 we emerge. Ah! there
is,” she eried

I iooked upward and saw a hut mar

stone and mud, which seemed t
cling to the bare side of the mountain

We walked quickly up the winding
path, that grew narrower as we pro-
cedded. Suddenly we emerged on to

ittle niateau on the mountain sgide. It
W grass-covered and strewn wit
| gray granite boulders. Here stood the
rude hut. From the chimney soni

| smoke was going straight up like a thi

| blue ribbon. As we aooroached close
| we saw that the door of the hut was
| shut. From the eaves under the roof
i were hanging several bunches of drie
| herbs. I stenped forward and stru
upon the door with my stick. It was
immediately opened by a thin, middle-
| aged woman, with a singulariy line
and withered face I asked her if w
might come in. She gave me a kee
glance from out of her beady-black
i.vns-, then, seeing Rosaly, her facs
|
|

brightened; she made a rapid motim
with her hand, and then, to my aston-
| ishment, began to speak on her fingers
“She can hear all right. but she is
quite dumb—has been so since she was
la child.,” said the rector’s daughter to
ime. *“She does not use the ordinary
{deaf and dumb  language, but she

| taught me her peculiar signs long ago. |
{ani I often run up here to have a chat |

with her.
*Now, look here, mother,” continued

| the girl, going close up to the dame,

| “I have brought two gentlemen to see

1

|

you; we want you to tell us our for-|

tunes. It is lucky to have the fortune
told on Christmas eve, 18 it not?”

The herb woman nodded, then point-
ed inside the hut. She then spoke
quickly on her fingers. Rosaly turned
o a8,

“We are in great luck,” said the giri,
excitedly. “A curious thing has hap-
pened. Mother Heriot has a visitor
staving with her, no less a person than
{ the greatest fortune-teller in England,
| the queen of the gypsies; she iz spend-
| ing a couple of nights in the hut. Moth-
Heriot suggests that the queen of the
gypsies shall tell our fortunes.”

“I wonder if the woman she alludes
to is cne of the gypsies who arrived
at Rokesby staticn yesterday,” 1 said,
turning to Dufrayer.

“Very possibly,” he answeraed, just
raising his brows,

Rosaly continued to speak in great
excitement.

“You consent, don't you?”

“Certainly,” said Dufrayer, with =2
smile.

“All right, mother,” cried Miss Sher-
wood, turning once more to the herb
woman: “we will have our fortunes told
and your gypsy friend shall tell them.
Will she come out to us here, or shall
we go in to her?”

Again there was a quick pantomime
of fingers and hands. Rosaiy began to
interpret.

“Mother Heriot says that she will
speak to her first. She seems to stand
in considerable awe of her.”

The herb woman vanished inside the
hut. We continued to stand on the
threshold.

1 looked at Dufrayer, who gave me an
answering glance of amusement. Our
position was ridiculous, and yet, ri-
diculous as it seemed, there was a cur-
fously tense feeling at my*heart, and
my depression grew greater than ever.

The herb woman returned, and Miss
Sherwood eagerly interpreted.

“How queer!” she exclaimed. “The
gypsy will only see me alone. I am to
meet her in the hut. Shaill I go in?”

“I should advise you to have nothing
to do with matter,” said Dufrayer.

“Oh, but I am curious. I should like
to,” che answered. i

“Well, we will wait for you; but don't

[Was sl hanglng «155 Ame.

T™h

r Herijot’s hand and said imeekly

is a very curious person, and 1!-.

asked.

to repeat.”

| not gone.”

s we walked Miss

clutched my arm.

ed, pointing her hand

I ame certain there is

be? Listen.”

slightly paled. She|a dead twig followed

did right to let her go| Miss Sherwood’'s hand
my friend farm.

said Dufrayer “There certainly was someone,”
disnositiol 12 ougint | pyufrayer; “but why should

idulged in ridiculous su- | peo

sald. | “Why, indeed,” I echoed.
take such nonsense ser-|,athing to be frightened |
his renly He was lean-| gherwood. It is doubtless one of Moth-
lintel of the hut. his| .. Heriot’'s bucolic patients.”
his eyes looking straight| «rhey never venturs

hour.” she answered.
intor 5

i

homse it is turning| We hurried forward.

| tered the pine wood I looked ba
|

| “Now what is it?” said Dufraver, asjthe summit

we began o descend the montain

- | look as if yvou had heard
Thz queen of the gypsies was very | The moment

| mysterious,” sa‘d the girl.

“What sort of a person was she?”

“you | contained Mother

height and gait which made my heart
p It resembled the tall gypsy
| whom I had noticed yesterday,
very little of her. She was in a dark|also bore—God in heaven, yes
part of the hut, and was in complete | tangible and yet very real reser
| shadow. She took my hand and looked | to Mme. Koluchy.
at it, and said what I am not allowed | Impossible!

“T can not tell you, Mr.

My brain must

Surely here
safe from that woman's machinati

|
]
| “T am SOITY YOU Saw an- | ousness,
| swered, “but surely you

her? You are too much a girl
!I;l.nn-r end of the nineteenth century to
| place your faith in fortune-tellers.”
!  “But that is just it,"” she answered.
| “I am not a girl of the nineteenth cen- |
1
1
|
|

We reached
'm\' vague suspicion to Dufrayer.

“A wild idea has occurred to me,”

tury at all, and I do most fully believe |
lin fortune-telling and ail
erstitions. I wish we
What T have heard does
strangely, strangely. I wish we imd|

gone. | there remote possibilit
il fortune-teller
Heriot's hut

He looked thoughtfully

We were now descending the hi

glancing behind her as if afraid of
tone or something following

denly she storped, turned

‘Hark! Who s that?" she whisper-

shadow beneath the trees,

“There is some one coming

a figure behind that clump? Who ¢

We waited arnd stood silent for a mo-
ment, zazing toward the spot which the
girl had indicated. The sharp snap

w remained outside. | noise of rapidly retreating

r peculiar idosynerasy, | scunded thorugh the stillness, prehension at

aind dark han

What had th

“They believe in |
Miss Sherwood re-| her, but they are ailso
Y vas a marked, and | afraid. No one ever goes to see
change in her face—it| Heriot after dark. Let

absolutely white. She avoided our | home.”
a piece of silver into 1 could see that she was much trou-
Fhled, and thought it best to humer her

us get quickly
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Easter

Commences IMonday

ﬂhrm’ng, March 18.

"7‘? HE. ladies of Salt Lake City
&_L_J are cordially invited to be
. present at the Z. C. M. L.
Spring and Easter Opening, which
Monday Morning.
{The heavy winter days are rapid-
ly waning into oblivion. The beau-
tiful and invigorating sunshine---
with its life-giving breath---en-
courages nature to cry aloud, “Off
with the old, on with the new.”
Hence it is appropriate to remind
you of Spring and Easter clothing
( Tke Spring Suits,
Coats and Waists you will see dis-
played are arrayed in all the splen-
dor that newest styles and latest
fabrics can give them.

We are ohowing the poyulu Eton,

Suit, the jaunty Tailored Jacket Suit,
all stylish models, and a decidedly smaxt
and becoming line of Suits.

The New nng Waists, beautiful

sheer mate ., 8 lunaaomely tn'mmeJ.
are exceptionally pretty. Again we ex~
tend to you an invitation to view the
cleverest ideas in the most attractive and
becoming styles we have ever shown.

pring and

——
Copyright 1306 by W. G. Chapman,
e —
bled }
Ve s
‘I no enco
nnected with t :
“He d
This 1 1
f
nd raming her | y
¢ ‘I N
1
W 1 meaz
L o

¢
>
s
e
A
3%
¥
P
R
S
4
; §
] 3
i
i
{1 3
£ ‘
i
ki

L R A —

A M AN ) S SO 31530 1




